didn5t even have an umbrella; and           irritation and

exasperation and untroubled affection welled within her
and it was as it had been of old agai% and all that had
since come between them rolled away like clouds.

Heretofore her piano had always been rolled into the
living-room when cold weather came. But now it stood
yet in the smaller alcove* There was a fireplace here9
but no fire had been lighted yets and the room was
chilly. Beneath her hands the cold keys gave forth a
sluggish chords accusing^ reproving too5 and she re-
turned to the fire and stood where she could see^ through
the window^ the drive beneath its somber, dripping
cedars. The small clock on the mantel behind her chimed
twelve^ and she went to the window and stood with her
nose touching the chill glass and her breath frosting
it over. Soon? now: he was erratic in his hours^ but
never tardy 9 and every time an umbrella came into
sight her heart leaped a little. But it was not he5 and
she followed the bearer^s plodding passage until he
shifted the umbrella enough for her to recognize him?
and so she did not see Horace until he was halfway
up the drive. His hat was turned down about his face
and his coat collar was hunched to his ears9 and as
she had known^ he didn't even have an umbrella.

"Oh, you idiot/5 she said and ran to the door and
through the curtained glass she saw his shadowy shape
come leaping up the steps. He flung the door' open and
entered* whipping his sodden hat against his leg, and
so did hot see her until she stepped forth* "You idiot/9
she saidf "where*? your raincoat?5*

For a moment he stared at her with Ms wild and
diffident unrepose; then he said "Narcy !5? and Ms face
lighted and he swept her into his wet arms.

V* she cried* "You're wet!** But he swung her
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